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Where The Streets Go On Forever 


Fuck. 
How the fuck do | get myself into these situations? 


It all started several hours ago. There'd been a storm brewing over my patch on Sunset. Ducking beneath the 
awning of the Roxy, I'd watched as potential clients had wandered by, all of them seemingly oblivious to the 
fact the heavens were about to dump a fuck-ton of water on us. Everyone was dressed for a night out; high 
heels, short skirts, tight leather pants, half-open shirts. You get the idea. Not that | looked much different. l'm 
there with my jeans tight enough to show off the goods and leopard print collared shirt unbuttoned halfway 


down my chest. 


| go both ways, awakening the deepest fantasises of whoever crosses my path.. for a price. How did | get into 
hooking? How did you get into your job? Probably because you need to pay the bills, right? Da-ding! Same 
reason | took to walking the streets. And it pays a damn sight better than being a desk-jockey for some 


insurance company in Downtown LA. 


The rain was just beginning to fall when | felt a presence beside me. The guy - and it's nearly always guys 


that are drawn to me - stared up at me with these huge hazel eyes. His hair was long and feathered around 


his face and, in the low-storm-laden light, he wore what looked like tight red leather pants. 


And, oh fuck, the innocence that seeped from him was so strong you could have smelled it from across the 
street. 


He doesn't need to say a word for me to know what he wants. And, in that moment of him staring at me and 


deciding whether to stay or run, | felt my heartbreak. 

| summoned up my gentlest voice in order to speak to him. "Can | help you?" 

He licked his lips and his eyes grew wider for a heartbeat. "Yeah. Umm.. No." He closed his eyes, shook his head 
and took a deep breath. It had obviously taken a lot for him to come up to me, or to anyone. | wondered just 
how long. "Look. This is gonna sound really stupid. And | think | need a drink You gonna be here?" 


“All night," | replied with a shrug. 


The guy - who looked no more than about twenty - looked to the Rainbow behind him and then back to me. | 
could see him fighting with himself. Fighting with whatever was going on inside him. Fighting with whatever he'd 
confessed to in the wee, dark hours of the night. He wanted to say something, to admit to something, and he 
was fighting with the voices that told him to shut up and not say a word. 


Finally | dragged my hand from my pocket and stuck it out. "James." 
| watched as he'd relaxed, his shoulders dropping a little, and he'd offered out his own. "David." 
Shaking his hand, I'd asked, "What can | do for you, David?" 


"Well. Yeah." He took another of those deep breaths. "I - | think I'm gay and | want to know what it feels like to 


be with a man" It all comes out in one breath and | tried to compose myself for when he opened his eyes. 


First time I'd ever had a virgin approach me. Normally | had seasoned guys who wanted to pin me to the bed 


and nail me. Never thought I'd have someone who wanted me to talk them through it. 


"Okay." I'd kept my voice as gentle as possible so as not to scare him. "Prices start at thirty dollars for blow 
jobs and hand jobs and go up from there depending on what you want." 


David had looked at me with those eyes and | knew that there was no way I'd be saying no to whatever he 


wanted. He was innocent and lost and in need of someone to look after him. 


Dammit, universe. Why me? Why not Taylor, the blonde guy down the street who goes like a jackhammer? 
Why not Kirk on the other side of the Rainbow who is ch-so-beautiful? Or Dave across the road, with the 


flame-red hair and dangerous looking snarl? 


Me. Always me. 


David took me to a small hotel several blocks away from the Strip. Beautiful little art deco place with a 
fountain in the courtyard and an air of serenity about it. Not the kind of place you'd expect someone so young 


to be staying. 


Then, and only then, did | find out that he was on vacation from the mid-west. He hadn't wanted to come out 
to his religious parents so he'd saved a bunch of money and hopped a flight to LA with the hope of finding out 
what it was like to be a gay man. He'd picked the right city and, unfortunately, he'd probably picked the right 
guy, Too. 


The room was nearly all white with a little nook of a kitchen. The bed was the largest I'd seen for a while and, 
when | peered out of the window, | found that it overlooked the neighbouring building's pool. It was a perfect 
little hideaway and | made a mental note to tell other clients about it. Mostly in the vain hope that | wouldn't 


have to give blow jobs in grotty, McDonald's wrapper-lined cars any more. 


David, bless him, was so sweet and so innocent. He had no clue what he wanted and no idea of how to do it. We 
sat on the bed, his fingers laced with mine as we listened to the storm outside. My heart was aching for him 
and, in that moment, | realised that | wouldn't be taking any money from him. | just couldn't. He'd packed up and 
left home for a short period in order to find himself. 


And | was glad to be in a warm, dry room and not on my knees in an alleyway, getting soaked to the bone as | 


sucked some dude's dick. 


We talked. We talked a lot. About our lives, about one another, about where we'd been, about what we wanted 
to do. David wanted to be a musician. He played bass and, like me, piano. | knew that ache all too well. The ache 
of the road, the ache of creativity that wasn't being allowed to flow. Once upon a time I'd wanted to play 
professionally too but, at thirty-five, that didn’t look like it was going to happen. I'd run from one dead end job 
to another before Kirk, another failing musician, had introduced me to the goldmine that was the streets. But 
even that wasn't going to last forever. 


Oddly, | found myself pouring my heart out to David. I'd never done that with any of my other johns, not even 
my regulars. But there was something about him, something about those wide eyes, that made me want to 


talk about all that lingered in my soul. 


And, finally, David broke down. He'd untangled his hand from mine and reached to touch my face. It was as 
though he wanted to remember the moment forever, to capture that pause in time where he'd taken a guy to 
his room on the promise of payment and done little more than talk to him. Unbeknownst to himself, David had 
been crushing his barriers and bringing them down as he rose to his knees and gave me the softest of kisses. 


He'd tasted of soda and salt, a hint, perhaps, of a meal he'd eaten just before he met me. 


He'd allowed me to give him a slow and gentle blow job. Curled up at his feet, I'd been unable to resist looking 


up at him and taking in the look of lustful wonder on his face. David had been finding himself and, as his sighs 
had filled the room, | realised that he was also discovering what he enjoyed. He'd come so hard and for so long 
that | thought he was going to choke me. But he was gentle - oh, he was gentle. Never once did he pull or 
push or grab. He'd just gently petted my hair as I'd slid my mouth along his dick and softly palmed his balls. 


| didn't want to pressure him. That was the last thing that | wanted to do to him. | didn't want him to panic 
and run. When I'd gently asked him if he wanted sex, he'd blushed and nodded. He'd peeled those tight pants all 
the way off and nearly given me a heart attack in the process. He was tanned and lithe with stomach muscles 
to kill for and a cute little bubble butt. Probably from all the work on the farm. David was gorgeous and he'd 
blushed when I'd told him so. 


So innocent and naive and here | was ready to pop his cherry. 


He'd bent himself over a pile of pillows, his head resting on his arms as he'd gazed back at me with those doe- 
eyes. And I'd found myself losing it. David deserved more than being fucked in a nondescript hotel room in LA. 
He deserved a proper relationship and having someone take his virginity with all the love and care in the world. 
Not that | wouldn't care for him in those moments, that's what I'm there to do whether l'm taking payment or 
not. But he deserved to wake up next to someone the next morning and have them make him breakfast while 


he told them about his plans for the day. He didn't deserve to be fucked and left by a common street-walker. 
"James." His voice had been so soft and so soothing that I'd almost cried. 


I'd knelt on the bed beside him and brushed the hair from his face. His eyes had been dark and glazed and his 


lips full and pink I'd leaned in and given him another kiss, allowing David to taste himself on my lips. 


"David." My own voice had been quiet, a fleeting glimpse into my soul. "I can't do this. Its not you, | promise. 
You're beautiful and sweet and everything anyone could ever want. But you deserve someone who'll be here in 
the morning. Someone who'll be here in a year's time. You may not think that now but you deserve it and | 
don't want to do something that you may regret in the future. You may not regret it tomorrow but a month, 
a year, a decade down the line you may question yourself and ask why you decided to give yourself to a 


hooker." 


His eyes had filled with tears and he'd reached to hug me. | wasn't going to let him hurt and | held him for as 


long as | could. 


Which is how | ended up sitting in the window of the room and watching the sun peek over the adjacent 
building. We may not have slept together in the traditional sense but | refused to leave him. Something pulled 
at me like it had never done with anyone else. | was feeling something and | know that I've got to acknowledge 


it. If | let David go I'll never see him again. And | know that I'll be the one regretting it. 


He sleeps so peacefully, his hands tucked beneath the pillows and his hair spread around him like a halo. During 
the night | discovered that he's twenty-one. So young and yet so wise. David's got a good head on him and | 
could use brains like that around. Maybe we'd get a shot at stardom. 


As he stirs | slip from the window and go to lie beside him. His eyes flutter open and he gives me the gentlest 


of smiles. 

"You're still here?" 

| nod and lean in to kiss his forehead. "| am." 

"You're going now?" There's a break in his voice and I'm waiting for the tears to bubble up. 

Shaking my head, | curl up next to him. "No. I'm not going anywhere. David." | sigh and realise that its my turn 
to be nervous. "David, you're a real sweetheart. Beautiful, and loving, and oh-so-intelligent. And | can't leave 
you. | want you to stay here, with me. | want to be that guy you wake up next to in a year's time. That's you 


want to, of course." 


He looks at me as though he can't believe what I'm saying. He opens and closes his mouth a couple of times, 
his eyes as wide as the sun "But-" 


"You family? Your things? We'll get them bought out here. Don't worry about any of that. David, I've got 
everything you need here. I've got a car and a little apartment not far from here." | smile softly. "It's got a 
few of Hollywood Boulevard. Hopefully you'll like it." 

David sinks to the bed and, for a heartbeat, | think that he's going to turn me down. Then, with a scream of 
excitement, he jumps onto me, his arms wrapping around my neck as he gives me a long, hard kiss. That | 
wasn't expecting! 


"Yes. Yes. A million times, yes!" 


Holding him tight, | press kisses to his cheek. “That's it then Once you're all checked out of here, we can go on 


over and set you up.” 
David's eyes are soft as he looks at me. "And you?" 


"lll have to keep working this job for a while, just until we're all settled But then I'll find something else." | grin 
and let my fingers go for his ribs. "Gotta keep you in the fashion that you've become accustomed to." 


David laughs as he wriggles against me. Was inviting him to live with a good idea? 


As | watch him writhe on the bed, a grin on his face and his hair curling around his head, | realise that he's 
going to be the best decision that I've ever made. 


